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not give entire satisfaction was a pair of heavy trousers. At
the first wearing all the buttons came off and, being no
needle-worker, I went about thereafter with five safety-pins
between myself and the end of the world. I wore these
trousers on the " plan " and got them very dirty, so I
washed them, whereupon they shrank so that they came no
farther down than my calves and showed white spaces of
leg when I sat down.
The other institution I must mention was the butchery,
a shed from which at times arose the scream of pigs being
slaughtered. Poor pigs, that nosed and grunted freely
around the station and became fewer and fewer as the
summer wore on! In the butchery there ruled a strapping
young man who came down to the " plan " every morning
with a contraption like an ambulance stretcher. If a whale
that was young and fresh was drawn up on the " plan," the
flensers would cut large rectangular blocks of red meat from
its back and pile them on the stretcher. When the stretcher
was loaded, the butcher and one of the " plan " workers
would carry it away. In the butchery the blocks of whale
meat hung bleeding for some days until they turned black.
Then they were taken to the kitchens and made into fried
steaks. Whale meat is excellent food and, if well hung and
properly cooked, it is like tender beef-steak. We ate it as
often as we could at the Marine Biological Station, but in
the hands of our very English cook it became either leather
or cinders.
This hard-working, civilized little community, this little
cosmos, of about four hundred men blossomed in the spring,
grew to maturity in the summer and withered suddenly
away in the autumn, leaving behind only a remnant during
the winter. The whalers arrived by the company's trans-
port, the Harpon, at the end of September, when the station
burst into activity and became clangorous with preparations
for the coming season. In the middle of the season the
Harpon returned to Europe with the half-season's catch of